50                               NEW AMERICA.

of thousands after tens of thousands; a countless
host of untamed animals; all of them fit for human
food; enough, we should think, to stock Arappahoe,
Comanche, and Cheyenne wigwams to the end of
time. Once or twice the driver tries a shot; but
fear of the red-skins commonly checks his wish
to fire.

This buffalo, which is the white man's sport,
is also the red man's food; and a Cheyenne
warrior cannot be made to see why a Pale-face
should come into his country and destroy the
buffalo for the sake of a little amusement. A
white man who has to kill buffalo to live, the
Indian can comprehend, though he may have
to suffer in estate by that white man's rifle;
but a man who shoots buffalo for sport, ha^iug^
no wish to eat it, is a mystery to which any red-skin
would gladly put an end by tomahawk and scalping-
knife.

As we ascend the Plains, a series of rolling
steppes, in no part level for a dozen miles, the sun
grows fiercer overhead, the sands hotter beneath
our feet. Snakes, lizards, locusts, swarm on the
ground and in the air; the heat is terrible; some-
times, in the breathless noon, reminding me of the
Jordan valley. Water is scarce and bad, and the